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Tbe Tragedy 0/ Hamlet 

And the Kings rowfe the heaven fliall brnic againe > 

Refpeaking earthly thunder : Come away. Plourijh, Exeunt at 
Ham.O that this too too Tallied flelh would meltj but H*mleu 
Thaw and relblve it fcifeinto a dew» 

Cr that the everlafting had notfixt 

His Cannon ’gainft ielfe daughter / O Godj God> 

How weary, dale, flat, and unprofitable 
Seeme to me all the ufes of this W orld ? 

Fie on’t, ah fie, 'tis an unweeded Garden, 

That growes to (ced;j things rank & grofle in nature 
Poflefle it meerly : that it lliould come thus. 

But two moneths dead j nay not fo much , nottwo». 

So excellent a King , that was to this 
Hyperion to a Satyre,fo loving to my mother, 

Tnat he might notbeteemethe windcsof heaven 
Vifit her face too roughly ; hewen and earth 
Kluft I remember, why five fhould hai^ on him, 

As ifincreafe of appetite had growne 
By what it fed on ; and yet within a moneth. 

Let me not thinke on’t, frailty thy .name is womans 
A little moneth : Or ere tfiofe Ihooes were old, 

With which fhc followed my poore fathers body. 

Like PTiobe a 11 teares, why (he, 

O God / a bead: that wants difcourfe of reafon 
Would have mourn’d longer, married vyith my UHcIe:b 
Idy fathers brother, but no more like my fatnet 
Than I to ; within a moneth. 

Ere yet the laic of moft unrighteous teafe* 

Had left the flufliing in her galled eyes:. 

She married. Oh moft wicked lpeeD,togoft 
Withluchdexcerity toinceftuous-fheetsj . 

It i s not, nor it cannot come to good. 

But breake my heart, for I muft hold my tongue. 

Euter HorattOiMaroelhu ^UfuiBarnardet 
JTsr4. Haile to your Lordfiiip. , •!- (felfc» 

Ham. I am glad to fee you, well} ^e>-4#w.,or Idoc forg®®y 
The lame my Lord^and.yoiff pootie fervaHt ever. 

Ham. Sir my good friend, lie ebange that name with you ; ■ 
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Prince o/T)cnmarkeJ 

And what make youftommtteuberg,Herath r 
Marcelltu. 

My goodLord. 

Ham. I am very glad to fee you ( good even fir.) 
But whatin faith make you from mtteuhrs ? 
Hora. A truant difpofition, good my Lord. 

Ham. I would not heare your enemy fay lo. 

Nor lhall you doe my care that violence 
To make it ernfter of your owne report 
Againft your Iclfe ; I know you are no truant j 
But what is your aftaire in Elfemur ? 

Wee'll teach you for to drinke ere you depart. 
HoraMy Lord, I came to fee your fathers funerall. 
Ham. I prethec doe not mocke me fellow ftudent, 
I thinke it was to my mothers wedding. 

Hor. Indeed my Lord it follow’d hard upon. 
i?4w.Thr4ft,thrift,ffflr<*rw,thefiinerall bak’t meats 
Did coldly furnilh forth the marriage tables. 

Would I had met my deareft foe in heaven 
Or ever I had feene that day Horatio. 

My father, me thinkes I fee my father. 

ATorrf. Where my Lord ? 

Ham.lnmymividts cyt Horatio, 

Hora. I law him once, a was a goodly King. 

A was a man, take him for all in all, . 

I fhall not lookc upon his like againe. 

Hora. My Lord, I thinke I law him yefternight. 
Saw who ? 
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Ham. The King my father ! 

Seafon your admiration for a while 
With an attentive eare, till I may deliver 
tlpon the witneffe of thefe Gentlemen 
This marvaile to you. 
ii/iiiw. For Gods love let me hearc. 

Hora.l^No nights together bad? thefe Gentleffietj, 
and on their v^och, ’ 

In the dead vaft and middle of the night 

B 3 


Been 




